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The poor laundrymen and labourers collected money
for the secret organizations of their fathers and
brothers in the villages.

Sun Yat Sen's brother who had gone to Honolulu,
had become a rich trader. One day the boy Sun Yat
'Sea went aboard a ship to make the long journey to
Honolulu where he was to study.

On the ship he met a Chinese whose name was
Yih Chong; a small shrivelled man with a lacerated
nose. He had a dry cough and walked with anxious,
mincing steps. Yet he was younger than he looked.
He told Sun Yat Sen that he was going to Honolulu
to visit his uncle.

" He is a merchant," he said. " He will give me a
job. I can't stand living in China any longer. I come
from Si-an, from the North. But I lived quite a time
in Pekin. I was a student; although I was almost
starving, I passed my examinations. I became a
member of a Revolutionary Circle." He looked
cautiously rojrnd and began to lower his voice to a
whisper. Sun Yat Sen and he were sitting on a coil of
ropes on the foredeck It was late, they journeyed
towards the moon. In the water under her, a broad,
gleaming- band floated towards the keel of the ship.
The ship was swaying softly, Yih Chong's features
swam away into darkness. Sun Yat Sen was tired
and sleepy yet he squatted on the rope coil and listened
drowsily to Yih Chong's voice.

"Did you ever hear of Hwa Wee?" Yih Chong
asked, "He lived a long time in America and once
he came to us to tell us how good it is to live there.
These people have a constitution. They vote for the
men whom they want to rule them, of their own free